"Cardinal: may I ask whether traces of insanity have ever ap-
peared in our family?"

"Except in you and in my grandmother, no- She was a Pole;
and you resemble her personally. Why do you ask?"

"Because it has often occurred to me that you are, perhaps,
a little cracked. Excuse my candor; but a man who has devoted
his life to the pursuit of a red hat; who accuses everyone else
beside himself of being mad; and who is disposed to listen
seriously to a tale of a peripatetic graveyard, can hardly be quite
sane. Depend upon it, uncle, you want rest and change. The blood
of your Polish grandmother is in your veins."

"I hope I may not be committing a sin in sending a ribald on
the Church's affairs," he replied, fervendy. "However, we must
use the instruments put into our hands. Is it agreed that you
go?"

"Had you not delayed me with this story, which I might as
well have learned on the spot, I should have been there already."

"There is no occasion for impatience, Zeno. I must first send
to Hickey to find a place for you. I shall tell him that you are
going to recover your health, as, in fact, you are. And, Zeno, in
Heaven's name be discreet. Try to act like a man of sense. Do
not dispute with Hickey on matters of religion. Since you are
my nephew, you had better not disgrace me."

"I shall become an ardent Catholic, and do you infinite credit,
uncle."

"I wish you would, although you would hardly be an acquisi-
tion to the Church. And now I must turn you out. It is nearly
three o'clock; and I need some sleep. Do you know your way
back to your hotel?"

"I need not stir. I can sleep in this chair. Go to bed, and never
mind me."

"I shall not close my eyes until you are safely out of the house.
Come, rouse yourself, and say goodnight."
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